As he listened, and marked tty>sc who came to honour him with
these superlatives, he was moved to inward laughter at the contrast
between this return to Genoa and his departure thence less tljan two
short months ago. Then every man's hand had been against himu
those of the Doria (action accounting him as much a traitor as those of
his own. Now every man's hand was'extended in loving welcome,
And beyond the patricians was the deliriously clamant multitude,
confined by the files of archers of the*DucaI guard. He would be
bold, indeed, thought Prospero, who in such an hour would proclaim
himself his enemy.
Very different was the landing in Naples at about the same time,
almost to the very hour, of the Lord Andrea Doria, Duke of McHi and
Knight of the Golden Fleece. For that great Admiral there were no
silver trumpets, no flowers, no sonnet, no fawning patricians and no
acclaiming populace. There was a frigid Viceroy who did not even
descend to the mole of the Castel Nuovo to receive,him, but awaited
the Admiral in the audience chamber of the fortress.
Thither the Lord Andrea and his nephews repaired in no good
humour. They went in resentment of the lack of courtesies which
they accounted the Admiral's due. They had by now recovered, it
will be seen, from the shock of the news received at Djerba and the
humility it had induced in them. Reflection had shown them that
things were far from being as desperate as they had at first supposed.
Certainly the harm was not beyond repair. Since Dm<»ut was so rush
as to remain at sea, the Lord Andrea was supplied with the oppor-
tunity to hunt him down and destroy him. Once this were accom-
plished, the relief and thankfulness of Ftaly would be more than
enough to obscure the mischance at Djerba. And even should it be
remembered, it could be turned to account by a disclosure of the
author of it. At least, that was Filippino's subtle notion,
"When we make known the treachery that saved Dragut, we shall
be plagued no more by the AdornL Messer Prospero will be held
answerable for the desolation of Corsica that followed upon the
Infidel's escape, and he will certainly answer for it on the gallows.1'
The Lord Andrea displayed no enthusiasm. "I have observed,"
he said gloomily, "that every action taken against that rascal recoils
by an odd fatality upon ourselves."
"This will not be our action, but the Emperor's/" Gianettino
reminded him. "Justice will at last overtake the dog."
"I suppose so." The Duke passed a hand wearily across his
brow, "It will hurt poor Gianna," he deplored.
"She earns the wages of her disloyalty,*1 was Filippino's sour
comment.
"Your mind runs ever on paying rancour's wages. We have hud
little good of it so far."
"Are we to give quittances for affronts ?" Filippino was hot with
indignation. "Perhaps you would spare Messer Prospero by taking
on yourself the blame for Djerba and becoming a laughing-stock to the
world"
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